- FUNERAL TEAR! 


Upon the Death 


Captain William Bedloe. 


\Ad Fate! our valiant Captain Bedloe, | But Death, alas! that Popiſh Fiend, 
In Earths coldBed lyes with his head low: | Fo all our hopes has put an end; | 
Who to his laſt made out the PLOT, Has ſtop'd the Courſe, and dry'd the Sprir 


, 


And Swearing dy'd upon the Spot. Which new Plot-tidings ſtill would bring. 
Sure Death was Popiſhly affected, Fhis Witneſs (did the Fates ſo pleaſe} 
She had our Witnels elſe protefted-: Had {worn us into Happinels 3 7 
” Or downright Papiſt, or the Jade Made the Court chaſt, Religion pure ; 
' A Papiſtis in Maſcarade. And wrought an tancrdbd Canes: : 
The Valiant Bedloe, Learned Oates, Sworn Weſtminſter into good Order, 
From Popiſh Knives fav'd all our Throats: | Reform'd Chiet- Juſtice, and Recorder : 
By ſuch a Sword, and fuch a Gown _. The Land from Romiſh Locuſts purg'd, 
Coon would the Beaſt have tumbled down. | And trom Whitehal the Chits had ſcourg'd 4 
They Conquiey like the Hebrew King, Had judg'd the great Succeſlion-Caſe, 
And Oaths at Rome's Coliahb fling : And Mike the Crown to the right places 
! And never take God's Name in vain ; England ! The mighty loſs bemoan! : 


— 


) As many Oarhs, io many lain. Thy wandfad Senrmel 1s gone. Ba 
The flonreſt of the Roman Band Now mm the Pilgrims land irom Spain, 
Could not their thundering Volleys ſtand ; | And undifcover 'd croſ rg Axim. 


Bur all thoſe Miſlioners of Hell Now may the Forty Thouſand Men 
By dint of Affidavit fell. In Popith Arms be rais'd agen ; 
Great things our Heroe brought to light ;| Black Bills may fly about our ears ; 

Yet greater ſtill kept out of fight : Who thall ſecure us from our Fears ? 

And for his King, and Countries fake Jeſuits may tall to their old {porr 

Still new Diſcoveries could make : Ot Burning, Slaying Town and Court, 

In proper ſeaſon to relieve, And we never the wiler fort. 

He ſtill kept ſomething in his ſleeve ; _ | Thenpitty us ; Exert thy Power 

He was become for England's good, To fave us 1a this dangerous Hour. 
An endleſs Mine, a waſtle(s flood; Thou haſt to Death Sworn many men, | 
-Scill prodigal, yet never poor, Ah! Swear thy ſelf to Life ke 


Y No {pending could exhault his Store. 
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